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LET WAT BE A LiS§ON TO YOU.MV) IT WAS Mpr.'lT 
DEAR LANDLADY, TO LEAVE _-f WAS A COMPLETE 

INVENTING TO INVENTOR*! 
VOUR. MACHINE WAS A 
COMPLETE FMLlHte? 




its a supeu^dupek uhdesiHable t&mant tossbk 

OUT etc, AWP IT WORKEP P&iFeOTLi! IT TOSSEP 
OUT TWO UHPESIRA5LE TENANTS, NAMELY 
YOU TWO/ 



AHP DON'T TRY SNEAKING BACK IN- 'CUZZ fTlL 
KEEP RIGHT ON TOSSING YOO OUT UNTIL YOU 
PEPOSiT YOUS RENT IN THIS SLOT! 





BUT WHY KOT*i»UC OvlftJnHS WAY, IP HEr\ 
ANP PUT 'EM IN ,-— ^INVENTION GHQUL& L 
\OUflseLV£5* )r RECOGNIZE THAT THE 
1 " WASHERS AflOUT DOLLARS, I 

IT CAN'T GRAB U5 AGAIN?I 




PUT WHAT IF THE WASHERS J BUT THEY WILLI I'VE 
I POH'T LAMP IN HER > — -fBLHLT THIS GAPGET SO IT 

machines n^ f.ONVtUBBBimS M|6S! 

HERE GOES'. 




LISTEN. TKERE THEY GO INTO THAT SAPGETy 
OF HER' 
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90 your invention coulPatt \donot despair. 

M,S5,HUH? COULDN'T MISS DA )*%™£$$g* 

WASHERS RIGHT INTO HER 
MOUTH! PEY PlPN'T EVEN 
eOm£ CLOSE TO HER 

INVENTION? 



%J 



CQlMJTES LATER— /I'M ALMOST DONE, SOIhKV! 



W£LL,POK— 




PSSTtfl'S WORWN'.' ;^wo! LET'EM GET BETTER 
NOW WE SMASH HIM./ ACQUAINTEO'THEN HE'LL BE 
HUH, BLUNDER- .---;f COMPLSTCLY OFF GUARD'. 

-.. BUNNY 2 



WELL-GOOPA/£sS.' AREN'T-YOO-JOST- THE - 

Siveffr«rr-oLo-MAcniN6' /^vt^Tt-C^ 
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(/MON, YA COWARD, chase me! I, 
dare ya!" howled Puss, letting 
fly an overripe tomato. "Yer nothin' 
but a flea-bag! A mutt!" 

Squisbl Splat! The tomato hit Boots 
square in the middle of the face and 
dripped • down his neck. Boots wiped 
his face as clean as he could and 
growled to himself, "Okay, this is it! 
He asked for it! I'm sick an' tired of 
givin' that cat a good time, chasin' him 
all over town! I'll chase him, all right, 
but this is gonna be the last chasel 
I'll chase him to his doom!" 

Yipping and snapping, Boots turned 
on Puss. Howling and happy, Puss 
turned and fled... towards the railroad 
tracks. "Good!" thought Boots. 

"There's a train due any second. All 
1 gotta do is chase' him acros's at the 
right moment, an' I'll never see that cat 
again!" 

Yes, the train was corning towards 
them, a blur of speed. Boots yapped 
at Puss's heels and Puss sprang onto 
the tracks. Boots covered his eyes. 
"1 can't look!" he trembled. "I can't... 

bub?" 

"Well, chase me!" Puss was yelling, 
large as life and twice as loud. As for 
the train, that had turned off to another 
track and not a hair of Puss's jfur was 
ruffled. 

"Hmmm, 1 see where I'll hafta think 
of some other way ta get rid of him," 
Boots worried. "An' I know what it 
is!" His eyes had caught sight of a 
large opening in the sidewalk, not far 
away. "I'll chase Puss across that, 
he'll fall in. ..an' I'll never see that 
pest again!" 

Like a shot, Boots was after Puss. 
Puss, looking backward, did not see 
the opening into the sidewalk until it 
was too late.. With a screech, he tum- 



bled in ' and disappeared from 
sight! 

"Well!" grinned Boots. "1'H never 
see him again... bub?" As he spoke, 
the grin vanished from his face, for 
there was Puss, as sassy as ever, 
rising to the sidewalk on top of an ele- 
vator. And to make matters worse, Puss 
was thumbing his nose at Boots! 

"This is the end!" Boots was so 
angry he gnashed his teeth together and 
could hardly pull them apart again. 
"I'll get rid of him with my own hands. 
That barrel! I'll make him jump into it 
an' then I'll roy it downhill, fast! 
When he gets to the bottom. ..smas h! 
Goodbye, Puss!" 

"Why aren'tcha cbasin' me?" Puss, 
demanded. 

Boots streaked after hinronce more, 
heading right towards the barrel. And 
Puss did just what he'd hoped! The 
cat leaped into the barrel a$d Boots 
heard a happy sound.* 

Slurp!. 

"That babel's full o' water!" he 
laughed. "An' cats can't swim! Oh, 
boy, what a break! There's the end of 
• Puss an' all this chasin'!" 

Happy at last, Boots walked off to sit 
in the sun and smile at the clever way 
in which he had gotten rid of hjs arch- 
enemy. He'd been sitting quietly for 
about an hour, when the fur on his neck 
rose and his eyes swivelled around to 
see... Puss's ghost! 

"C'mon, chase me!" it was saying. 

"Go away! Go away! Ya fell in a 
barrel of water an' drowned!" 

"I couldn't swim, so 1 hadda drink 
my way out! Boyoboy, was that swell! 
I'm fatter an' sleeker an' more fall a 
pep than I ever was, Bootsie-boy! Ya 
see, I'm not a ghost an' that barrel 
was full Ql,.,milkr- 
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PLEASURE BEFORE BUfSINEsSe -- X 

can eer even wit pus& late*/ 

CHEE, I WONDER. IP OA »i<3 . 

KNOCKOUT Id ONE OF DEM 

AfOW* 6TAR61 




|(TURN IN YOUR REPORTS -WEVeHHERE'sSWMAT'S THE 
GOT TO SO TO PRES* jT-{ MINE! I PRIZE, PUD? 




TeVERYBOOYSINOTICE S0METWN6J BLOWS BEST/THE FLAVOR 
INTERESTEPMl DIFFERENT F/rA BUBBLES J^LASTS LONGER! 
IN FLEERS.! ■ Yitf^KV^ I X E^R.'; 




HERE'S THE FIRST COPY-HOT/gOLLY! LOOK AT THEl 




BlINKY," ANNOUNCED BLUNDER- 

bunny proudly, "you are looking at 

the greatest invention in the world! 

Also at the greatest inventor in the 

world! Naturally, 1. am talking about 

myself!" 

Bunky looked at the odd contraption 
rigged up in Blunderbunny's workshop. 
"What is it?" he asked. 

"A lie-detector," Blunderbunny ex- 
plained. "Sometimes 1 can't get over 
how clever I am! Why, this invention is 
gonna make me a billion-trillionaire! 
Maybe richer! Some people are coming 
to look at it soon, and 1 guess they'll 
buy it because it's so stupendous!" 

"Does it really tell if you're lying?" 
Bunky asked. 

"Does it really tell!" Blunderbunny 
was scornful. "Just stick around and 
watch the demonstration... oh, here 
they come now!" 

As the buyers entered the workshop, 
Blunderbunny smiled, smugly end began 
to tell them how wonderful his invention 
was. 

"Does it detect lies?" asked one 
old goat. 

"Why, it even tells if you're thinking 
of telling a lie!" Blunderbunny boasted. 

The instant he said this, an arm came 



out of the lie-detector and clonked 
Blunderbunny over the head... hard! 

"Ouch!" yipped the inventor. "Well, 
as I was saying, this invention is so 
clever, that it will prove you're wrong 
if you're not telling the truth and 
furthermore. ..ouch! Ouch!" Another 
arm had come out of the machine and 
clonked Blunderbunny even harder 
than before. 

"Are you sure you're telling the 
truth now?" demanded the Old goal. 

"Sir, a Blunderbunny never, never 
lies!" retorted the inventor. 

No sooner had he finished saying 
those words, when both arms came out 
of the lie-detector and clonked him... 
once, twice, three times! Then they 
lifted him into the air, shook him until 
he was dizzy and threw him to the floor! 

"Well, I see no reason for us to be- 
lieve you!" snorted the old goat. 
"Come along, everybody!" All the 
buyers marched out, leaving Blunder- 
bunny dazed and smarting. 

Bunky reached down and helped 
Blunderbunny to his feet. "Gosh, 
that's the first invention of yours that 
really worked!" he said. 

"Ohhh," Blunderbunny moaned, 
"shut up, Bunk)'!" 
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\A7hAT 1 NEED is a big case to 
solve!" muttered Whoo-Doodit, the 
greatest detective that ever detected 
anything." Something that will make me 
even more famous than I am, if that's 
possible! Aha! I have it! I will cap- 
ture the entire Lowlife Gang... single- 
handed!!' 

• The sleuth had read about this dan- 
gerous gang of criminals in the paper 
that very day. "This is the way to fame 
and glory!" he said. "First, I'll dis- 
guise myself and then trail those crooks 
to their lair!" 

From his disguise closet, WhoO-Dood- 
it selected a striped sweater, a pair of 
old trousers, a bushy moustache to 
paste on his face and a mask to cover 
his eyes. "They'll never recognize me 
* in this outfit," he smiled, slinking out 
of his office, down the street and across 
the town to the neighborhood where 
crooks were known to hang out. 

"I'll look through all the windows a- 
round here," said the sleuth, .'.'and the 
minute I see 'em. ..I'll pounce!" 

Just as he said "pounce", Whoo- 
doodit felt a strong hand gripping his 
shoulder. "All right, Lowlife, " a 
voice growled, "we've got you! You're 
going to jail!" 

"But... but it's a mistake! I m not 
Lowlife! I'm trying to capture him and 
his gang, see, and. ..listen to me!" In 
vain, Whoo-Doodit tried to explain mat- 
ters to the two policemen who were 
haulinghim off to jail. In vain, he tried 
to explain things to the Police Sergeant 
at the desk and the jailer who was or- 
dered to toss him into a cell! Everyone 
said that he looked like Lowlife and 
that was enough! 

Sulking in his cell, Whoo-Doodit was 
an unhappy detective. Of all the things 
to happen to kim, to be mistaken for the 
very criminal he had vowed to capture! 
"Something is wrong here," he thought 



%^Mh^j 



sadly. 

At that instant, the teal Lowlife was 
saying those very words to his gang, for 
news travels fast in the underworld. 
"Something is wrong here! Who is this 
guy that got himself arrested pretendin' 
to be me? Gang, we gotta get him out 
.before he talks!" 

In the dead of. night, Lowlife and his 
gang made their way to the jailhouse. 
Stealthily," they stole inside, one by 
one, each one armed to the teeth. "Grab 
the jailer and get the key!" the gang 
leader ordered. "Gimme it! I'll get 
that phoney out an' see what he's try- 
in' to do!" 

The huge key turned in the lock and 
Whoo-Doodit looked up from his cot to 
see. ..Lowlife! "C'mon, we're breakin' 
ya out!" gritted the gang leader. "Fol- 
low us!" 

They tiptoed out of the jailhouse 
and then Whoo-Doodit had an inspiration. 
"If you will all follow me," he whis- 
pered, "I know a shortcut!" 

"Okay, men. Follow!" Lowlife com- 
manded. 

With Whoo-Doodit in the lead, the 
gang followed, unable to see a thing in 
the pitch-blackness of the night. He 
seemed to be leading them around a 
building. ..and inside a door. He was 
leading them through a door! "What is 
this?" growled Lowlife, blinking in the 
sudden glare of electric lights, 

"It's the back entrance of the-jail- 
house and you're all under arrest!" 
said Whoo-Doodit. "I got the whole 
gang, Chief!" 

The Police Sergeant was thunder- 
struck, amazed and flabbergasted. "I 
can't believe it!" he gasped. "The 
entire Lowlife Gang, captured by one 
individual!" 

"Oh, it's nothing," smiled Whoo- 
Doodit, "when that one individual 
happens to be,..ra«/" 



I'LL LEAVE IT TO THE SOYS 

HE SAIC "AH PO'PIPNT HE, BOYS? 
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■OYS? j 




WELL, OATSIEJ IT LOOKS LIKE 
YOU'RE THE NEW SHERIFF, 
MO NOW YOU'LL NEVER GET 
TO WEAR THIS NEW SILVER 
SAPPLB I JUST BOUGHT YA! 




YER PURNTOOTIK' HE \/ KILLER 

WON'T- CL1XZ rm TAKlMyf 'V*' 




THAT'S RIGHT, AND WHAT Z 
WANT AROUNP THESE PARTS, I 
TAKE?— 1NGLUDIN' THE 
SHERiFF'5 SAPPLE! 
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f LIKE I SAIC?. WHAT I J WHAT AN 

WANT I TAKB!—~J ORNERY TRICK 

gipc7ap, hoss! 7~"v TO PULL ' ^yl 






-NEWEST AND GREATEST 
ADVENTU&E COMICS MA&AZtNB 
EVER PUBLISHED! 

NEW IN THRILLING ' STORIES WHICH 
FEATURE ACTIONfUL ADVENTURE- 
AT ITS WEST! 

NEW IN ZESTFUL PICTURE CONTENT 
THAT SPELLS AMERICA'S FINEST ART! 

NEW IN A SPARKLING GALAXY OF- _ 
COLORFUL SOLPIEKS OF FORTUNE 
THAT YOU'LL REMEMBER FOREVER! 
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ALL 
STANDS 




Why don't you try to put 
Some weight on?" 



"'Aw, I guess I was just 
Yiaturally-born' skinny!"] <JSJi 




NOBODY IS JUST 'Naturally" 




Give Me 15 Minutes A Day And I' 
Give YOU A NEW BODY 



WOULD you believe it? / "Dy 

wasonceaskinny97-pound NATUR 
weakling. People used to 
laugh at my spindly build. 
I was ashamed to strip 
for sports or for a swim. 
Girls snickered at me 
behind my back. Folks 
said I was just "natu- 
rally-born skinny!" 

Then I discovered my 
marvelous new muscle- 
building system-"Dyna- 
mic Tension." And it 
turned me into such a 
complete specimen of 
MANHOOD that today I 
hold the title. "THE 
world's most pf.rfect- 
ly developed man." 



ARE YOU 



Nervous? 
Lacking i 
Confidem 
Constipal 
Suffering 
from bad 



to gain weight 
WHAT TO 
DO ABOUT 
IT is lold on 
this pn&c! 



' WHAT'S MY SECRET? 

When you look in the mirror and 
see a healthy, husky, strapping 
fellow smiling back at you then 
you'll be astonished at how fast 
"Dynamic Tension" GETS RE- 
SULTS! 




Tension" is the easy, 
thod that you can 
practice in the privacy of 
JUST 15 
MINUTES EACH DAY - • 
while your scrawny chest 
and shoulder muscles be- 
gin to sweli . . . those 
spindly arms and legs of 
yours bulge . . . and your 
whole body starts to feel 
full of zip.ambition, self- 
confidence, and new 
energy! 

"Dynamic Tension" 
Builds You NATURALLY 

Thousands of other 
fellows are becoming 
marvelous physical spec- 
imens - my way. I give 
you no gadgets or contraptions 
to fool with. You simply utilize 
the dormant muscle-power in 
your own body. In a very short 




CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. *-' 

115 East 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y. 

I want the proof that vour system of "Dynar 
Tension" will help make a New Man of me give 
a healthy, husky body and big muscular devel 
ment. Send me vour free book, "Everlasting Hca 
and Strength." 
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ORDER FROM THISJCOUPON 

NOVELTY MART Dept. 190 a 

S9 East 8lh St.. New York 3. N. Y. 

Ganllemen Pleoie lend me Ihe lollo-.ng: 

Eeicloung Check or M. O. . CO plul poihjge 

O Movie Projector *2.98 □ Sewing Machine *2.98 
*4|AOi D5E»1*Fllm»...»W0 
ajTO ; G Accordion . . . *3.49 □ Sandy *3.98 



NOVELTY MART 59 E»«*h S... New York 3. NY. 
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